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novel about him. We see him in many aspects ;
we know every accent of his voice. And if there
be one episode in his career which more strikingly
than another exhibits both the originality of his
character and the affectionate reverence with
which that original character was cherished by
his contemporaries, it is his trip to Scotland in
1618. In Scotland he stayed with Drummond;
he was made a freeman of Edinburgh; he was
given by the City a dinner which cost what was
then a very large sum. In the Archives there is
a paper which " ordanis the thesaurer to pay to
James ainslie Laite baillie twa hundredth twentie
ane pund sex schillingis four pennyis debursit be
him upon the denner maid to Benjamin Johnston."
He had, in fact, the sort of civic reception then
normally given only to princes, and that even
now is never given to poets. But he had walked
to Scotland. He was forty-six and immensely
fat; but he walked all the way by the North Road,
drinking with the yokels as he went, and buying
a new pair of shoes at Darlington. This is what
justifies " O rare Ben Jonson " ; it was the same
man who, in the presence of King James,
bracketed his Majesty's good health with that
of " Ralph " ; and when the King asked him who
" this Ralph " was, told him " 'twas the Drawer at
the Swanne taverne by Charing Crosse who drew
him good Canarie." " For this drollery/' we
are further informed, " his Matie. gave him an
hundred poundes."

Jonson was a very great figure, a man of pro-
digious learning and powers.   Even the worst- of
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